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lNd loml. O of
lCaster,

Your iicals through
spares

With joy the- - fair
curth sroftsyou

Through all the
o( nprlns.

IllnK In atl pence ntul
gladness,

HltiK out nil Htrlfo and trars.
A. downward through the nces

You'w rung the passing years.

WliK clear, O brlK your mMS-iR-

Throughout all nature thrills.
It all things living touches,

A when from Judnh'.i hills
Throrose the triumphant

O'er denth nnd mortal fours.
Anil dawned that Jlrst Kreat Kaster

The Kaster of the ears.

King sweet. O hells, your lesson
I'nto each heart y.

That all before the Muster
May but life"!" lilt lay :

IUng soft ring low. your chiming;
bridge some ph' Its ttars.

Kor those. erchnee. v. ho mourneth
Some Kaster In tin- veura

Again. O of Fi r.
Hlngout In thrill. ; peal.

That we, through all our jiuIscj
The new-bor- n glory fel

Cod's living. loving presei.ee.
As each new sprlnR appears

In all that breathe around ..
Throughout the march of year
Beatrice Marlowe, In Woman's Home

Companion
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u her little

brown anil while
In j with an

of disgust
on. her
wait'd i.uttl the
wagon, with the
long Ixt covered

witih an old black shun I. had passed
her on- - its way to the illuge burning
ground.

"Another pauper' t funeral." Mrs.
Wbitaker munniired, looking oer her
shoulder, as the drove-o- pastille town
fann. . titi.i, l..w..itt.t-if'itrlrf-

""Old meii ami funerals, right next
door;" and time she struck the
slow-m- ot pony a gen-tl- e blow with

her equal! .slow-movi- whip.
Xow Mrs. Anne Whitaker was not. a

hnrd-.heart.o- woman. She- - was onlj
nn indignant land owner who found

her handsome farmhouse almost ruined
for residential and propertj purjxihes
bv itt. proxiiniti tothe poor fttrm. This
f.inn. adjoining Mrs. Whituker's, hud
been left to the town loi year.

lt. not. I don't want the pau-

pers to be comfortable." aUl Mrs.

Whitaker. as the pnuj t not ted up the
.lriv,, toward the barn: "but 1 must

'nay I don't care to have them right un-

der my no.'."
Mra. Will hiker, not finding her man

about, unharncwetl the pony and led

him into the stall and then
with Hannah, the only

other .MOiip:uit of the hmiM the
diMdvtmtage.s. of the loeal'ity.

Meantime in the poorhoue. next
door, a little child was cobbing her
heart nut in an tipper room.

"You hfldn't oughter have taken her
away before her mother died, if she
did make u fuss." wiid the daughter of

the ouia.n who looked after the poor-far-

ngoiii up to we
lw went tm two flights of htsilrs to

the gurre--i room where a child
,.,i ,m tm old box in the corner,

was
The

child etopp-- d eo ing. half frightened uv

she etftcml. The girl sat down on. a

trunk opposite
"IxK)k liere, Iluth. Ju miistn t ory

commanded the matronsany Uinger."
ckiughtvr.

"1 want my mother." sobbed the
child, with new eour.ige.

The girl hesitated a moment. "Well.
,.,.( lmvo 011r mother." she iin- -

surrrl-a- t last, frankly, "she's dead,

and gone to Heaven."
"On." said the child, slowly, "you

didn't' ti'lV me. Mamma suiil slie
thought shi-- uas going to die. but they

didn't tell me; they just carried me

nwiiy.'
Well, for gracious sakes!" cried the.

I'irl' "you took on so about her belli
sick' that we had to. ain't goin to

cry any more.
co:imgiy

"So. I

bells

rlnir:

notes

light

May

hells

lr.w

face untl

this
ing

that

went

big

Tin

You
are you . sue ;iumu,

ain't," answered the child,
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"There, that'rt it good girl;" the ma-

tron's daughter rote nnd gave the dark
to,.t,s nn affectionate rub. "I knew yon

wasn't goin to be naughty.'
The girl went downstairs

T!..ili sitting very still upon
and
the

;, the corner and thinking hard, with
a cobweb just acrobher eye fixed on

MV' mamma has died- - and gone to

Heaven." the child meditated, solemn- -

'i told her if she went up to

lienveu llrat. the next thing she knew
..... .!, ..rn.mil ami see me there. I

'"" .... 1 !.l ..l,.
nln'l noliiB to May In tins norm. p....

o her. I'm going to die mylf
1 and see her. right straight off.

W puto...n.v.hesnIghon.aud Ml

nend"-'o- me kind porso..n,v
by her mother'slK.ii.lucll lW

1;gikWi'i.'t attffc

bed the last time IJtith had seen Her

lying sick nnd still "and then I'll die
and go to Heaven." She rose now and,
Mopping to the window, peered be-

tween the dusky festoons at the blue
sky. as if she spected to see the angola
nlreadj descending to bear herawnj.

At last she went iitett down the
stnirs: she must find the (lowers first,
and to go out of doors b the back way
she must pass through the kitchen.
The girl was at the stoe frying dough-
nuts, and looked up as Uuth entered.

"Hullo," she said; "have a dvngh-nutV- "

These doughnuts were not for the In-

mates of the farm, and it was n rare
honor to be ottered one. Tor n mo-

ment Kiith forgot her errand, it was so
warm and sweet. While she was eat-

ing it, standing close by the lire, the
girl's mother, who was sitting in the
kitelirn. spoke;

"To think should be
I "aster."

"I know it; I hope it'll bo pleasant."
"What is KiistcrV asked Uuth. tim-

idly.
"1iw Mikes! what n hen then she is,"

cried thv woman.
"Kaster." said the girl, oracttlnrly.

balnnehig n doughnut on th end of her
fork, "is the da, when I'hrlst rose from
the ilrnih as nil the dendlmll rise."

Uuth, ns she stood in the corner, ate
hrr doughnut aild pondored ocr the
words.
' "1 guess lie the best
thv to die in." sh dtch'eil. watching
with hwTTy ejrs ns the girl bore the
jMin o? 1 ongluiuts off to the nmtronV
private iirder: "tlmt's the (j the dead
shall nil rise."

Tli- uoM morning brought Kitster, s
fair and glnd iTay for many as well a
for little Huth: for was not this toW
the day on which she should rle to her
mother in the skies? She went out
into she garden directly altrr I reakfast
to gather some flowers. After much
searching Uuth dKcmereil in n swamp
far from the house, n pussy-willo- w

bush, with the catkins clinging gray
nnd nft to the shining brown twigs.
She picked a great bunch of these and
bore them home in triumph. Suddenly
she reTcmbored something: her moth-

er's laimnt the night e she lost
all knowledge of where he was. that
she muM (Me in Die poor farm; how lwd
she felt about that. "I don't think
mammn'd want me to die here," she
niurmuredi wita a little sob of disap-
pointment in her voice.

It was at dk of that Kaster day

mi

left
bo x
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when little white-robe- d figure stole
softly out of the back door of tin poor

nnd, creeping slowly along in

the shadow, came at last to Mrs. W hu-

nker's back gate. Tku it fairly flow up

the pathway, and paused at the door.

Hut the door was locked, and there was

no kev in sight. A sudden memory
came to Huth of the day when she had

to walk with the girl at the poor- -

farm, and the girl, had taken the key

from under the mat. hue roacnow
and felt beneath the mat.

Yes. there it was. She fitted the key

in the door, turned it quickly and
found herself In Mrs. Wliltaker'a pleas-

ant kitchen, where the fire glowed in a

safe, subdued fashion, and tin dining-roo- m

showed through the half-ope- n

door.
i!t Uuth wnMed scarce 11 glance en

ty

these beauties. She had seen the
brown and white- pony go down 1 1n-

road some time since, and she plan nod

to die and be done with it before the
pom's owner should return.

She wiped her cold bare feet care-

fully on the kitchen rug; It appeared
to her most fitting to die in bare feet;
then, holding the big lumen 01 pussy-

willows e!ot.ely, sb-- sof.tly up the
t,i .n tln handtcme square elm m- -

Urs She was awetrnek with- - their

sie and grandeur, and it took her souk

time to decide which one was suitable

for her laving out; but lust she se-

lected Mrs. Whitaker's own bedroom.
She placed the pussy-willo- w in a vntc

on the table at. the head of the lied, and

then sho opened the window wide.
"I should think that would be big

enough for Ihc nngels to get me

through, if they're careful." she Mild,

aloud; she had not seni mother
carried nway In the poorfarm wagon

d.o (.nclllliuk box.... ...V ..'Of,
si... .,t(mii-i- i so cmniy ll Him mc- -

great high-poste- d bed. lying quietly in

the center of It. her little close-croppe- d

he-a- Cains' t Mrs. Hliltuijor s hpicKium
'. II l....... faui IXIV.

n.l.lll slianis. nor siiimi, u.ns n..
jeetlng. pink-toe- d and chill, from the
cilre of her cnreiuny uiini"
nightgown. She folded her hands

across her breast, closed her A, M "There s one thing sure.' she
thli: i.nrcivcl. "If 1 Ic you He therens she trail scon her mother on si

day, and waltNI-wal- U.l through o ' tl.al wnj 1 might n well be n imiritrrti
seconds that the tnll hnll-eloH- c t'lV ' "' ,:',m, ",,h "1' ll',, ,"
u,l..,l.. frnm l,nl. !,.. ..,.1... ,!.. ,.1 lOtl! Doll't Oil llllOW tllO l.Otd S got
11n.mini ... t uv rwui i, if 4i

while they turn oil to minutes, and "
to un hour; but the angels wonftv '

Ing. too, the guardian ungels oWl '

Kut.li. J
White shewnitvd the brow u it it dm '"

Iony was ambling down the road,'l
ing Mrs. Whitaker home after '

church sonleo. She IniiI left liar ''
on the wny to make n call on her fjm

and was now alone. The pence of t "
lev wa.s Mulling on her lips and h )

of Kaster was shininir In htr rul
Kaster Ikis1 always the largest mt
to those, left as she, alone in the v
She drotc up the drltowny to tlieli
ngliied tne Kintern nnu nniinrur- -

the the hired man hail hlj:v
dis out; then she eatno to th
door. The sight of the key proj
fro in the lock brought another
to her face.

"Hannah's getting careless,
ta'd. as he stepied into the klti--

She --at down a moment before th'
in the darkness, then rising. Huh
lamp and went slowly up the-stu-d

put. nway her boum't and shawl. I

Sin came into hvr bedroom, pLi
1 light on her buremi and t ti ) i si

ai.uut toward the bed. She pive a d

den cry, not a shriek, but somelh i z
bet ween a moan and a sob and put.b
hwid to her side. Hut. afterwii -
moment, she went to the burfiu. pfo ''

iii the lamp in. a Meady lxind i.. i

wwlked graxely to the binlsidi, I9al.11 f
the llMle whie figure from t

dark, rougheiud hair to the p1nkiti
feet. A Hint ot u win 11 cntiM.' tour
corners of her mouth.

NW the child opemd her big h
e('ss saw the faiut smile and trnnqi
elostd tliein again.

Anne Wliihiker frowned. Wsis
trick being play eil tijuin her".'

"WIkU are you doing here'.'"
demanded, still holding the lit
still peering down into the vUlldV It

Uuth opened h-- r eyes again wlu
look of appetil In them. 1 mdyii
she answereil. ilinl. and ilicn edfr

! har es.

her

Mr.. Whitaker jumped so that
chimney almost fell trotn the 1

she hurried to the bureau, place
there and then tiuue Iwck to the be.

"I)o you feel very' bail." nhe quer
anxiomly.

A iiteou frown came to the chiul
forehi.il. "I'letisc don't tttirb in

nr 1 ,iTf ""T 'X J. "V j ii " r

l VJmr. --Wi
, v. - iiwm i 1 m '

iJLMl , Ml' '.K a

LOOKING OVUR TIIK WHIT!

a

house,

1.......

down now

crept

at

t -

. -

horse

over

FlUl'Ith

want, iodic:" she lwd
more tightly togetln 1 '! --

Mrs. Whitaker in.x
"Oh. you do. do youV tin

rfH

over the Intl. "Haw tal.
thing'.'" sheaskeil. sol intim-'- .

The child looked Iwr imw

didn't have any thing that
enough. You can get 'im-- l

in Heaven, can't youV"
Anne Whitaker retn it.

down in the nearest cli.nr
not aiis.wcr until nhe reabeil
was still looking her iiiquir

"Yes. gucTss so," she began
Then she felt ilraft
"I guess there isn't mmlnl
your dying if you lie t'in
window open;" sho went t..w

window and closed it.
"Don't shut it; how mi

co-mo-
, in'."' Uuth sat up

looked at her.
Anne Whitaker looked

thin little face and the mil

and lump came into her Uir

'They ean come at
gues," she said; but she

of the words.

'M
.'i

She went oer to the i'.I

lain down again, and tin tn-i- l bni
hill fee. "You're going

your death she nth

going to put my shnwlour
The chiltl unfohleil In

spread them nut in npn.i'
you ple.lM let tne lilt 'la
nice house 10 die in."

galn Mrs. Whit.iker
"What what do you want toj
she stammered.
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to go oe in Hiimv, n,'
joyful place than tli po ihotts

Mrs. Whitaker had .iH,. prln
herself on a woman of r.

She sat down on a ehur ..,., to t

ImcI and studii-- the litiU- ti;niro J

ploxedly. Suddenly thm w.i.aino
ment of the small iw.c a wimkllnp.
thv smooth eyehrows. ,u! t)t. jit
moment the still foini was shaken b.
convulsive sneo'e.

itiij

Mr. V.'hltnker spraiq; to her U

work for you In the world, and It isn't
right for you to die'."'

Her oleo rose In In r indignation
louder than she know, from the clot lies,
prom she was extracting her big
11, st anil warmest gray shawl. Whvt
she turned again townrd the lvd. twe

real tears were stealing from beneath
linth's dark lashes anil making slow
wny down her hollow cheeks Mrs,

Whil'iker groaned and choked and s.it
.'v.mii with the In arms

I hen. what seemed like 11 brilliant In
pin t Ion onnte to her.
Te got some apple tnrts down-

stairs; they're brown an' crispy, and
th-r- e's one that's just about bis

for n little girl. I .hould thHfl
(8.i shr'd like hav
tw f're she dios."

I

'

i

r

tin' her

being ,our

where

shawl her

ougli
somt'thing t ni it

The child' mouth moved. oonxutsix.
at the corners, but this time it wns

not with grief.
"And l's got n cooky Hint's round

with Migjr on Iho topnnd a hole in tin
i.iiddh " Mrs. Whitaker smiled brond- -'

as Huth silt up.
"And could I take tine to mamma.
o?" -- h asked.
"Oh." answered th triuiuj ham

,dy. "ytiur niHHitua ImneveryJh'i gs' r

nut- - in Heaven."
Th- - ild smiled. "Tlion I in - l "
ait t ' I gt t there, too. she a..i , i.u

iy iln. 11 again.
The shawl twltohwl In Anne ttlmia

ker's h:ir.d; she lonjrerf to gaihrr tie
forlorn little iguro Into her nnr bu:
lie did not feel that she eoii'i t

roree tow art! the child; she uiu.t n r
up her. he bud always lmn w for.'
manager.

j "Do yon know what day H i I 0
' ,kel. prrsenlly. feeling Iwr way r
i m'lt.

"Yes. tlmt's why I died
.is the answer, still wltk tight -- I w

fs.
"To-da- y Is the day tht Christ rose

' 0111 tke tf'd to teaeh ua thai n fl

vc. o shall we all rise." began Mrs
V hitakrr. gently.

' Uuth was looking at her now "Hut
'l can't rise. she said. 'tJoii'ively .

cause yott keep 'sturbtng ine "

oii might" Anne Whitaker drew
i lmig breath, wns It snerilegious'1---

oii might jiksy you had been dead
sni" she paused.

gleam of interest shone in ltuMin
;ace. "lint this Isn't Heaven." It
t rntested.

The Kingdom of lleasen is within
.m." Mr. Whitaker quoted, with
s.tli frenlom and truth, as sho np- -

ironeht'il the Ited with niitspread shuw I

It iunt Ilenxen. but we might be good
and mnke it seem like Hen en."

The child put up hvr hnnil ns If to
wanl off the shawl.

"Hut dod isn't' here and mamma
lun't iircwV.iL,-!.- -

nlfcr; und Ittitli
s.vsa-t?- t rati.

TiTftKTsa a'UffUl

hnlf Mnrtlrd. "Hut He Is a spirit, mid
oit l.lll't sec 1 1 tn " she drojipeii the

slnwl oxer the child now, and ns she
w r ipMd It about her she finished more
s,f'ly. "Your uiaiiiniH lun't hero but
you mi'ht play for a little while thul 1

was ur other mother."
, ",t ny real mother?" Itnth asked
Wistfully.
j "Oh nc." Mrs. Whitaker said.
hnstil; "only n )lny mother"
1 The child snld tin more, bill let her-

self lie wound up in the shawl and sat
uietlx on the edge of the lied while

Mrs. Whitaker brought out a pair ol
her long woolen stockings and iln--

them over I lie little, unresisting fi t

There was atill a slight disappointment
in Itulh's face when the great, gray
Thau I was fastened with a safety pin
firmly beneath her chin.
B "Now be careful when yon go down
Stairs and keep tight hold of the Imnls-Ters;- "

and Mrs. Whitaker eaine .1 stop
bVhlnd with n firm clutch on the small
jfrny --shawled shoulder.
jjShe placed the child in the gryn!
rooking chnir in front ot the stow and
laid out nil her goodies on tin table;

(apple tarts. nnd rookies and pieserses
n'nilcold meat and bread and butter nnd
rich, warm milk. Then she went up
Islnirs nnd brought down an old unocpie
of her own that Huth mlght.put on. nr.I

fiio have her
actually fell to

arms free: and they both

nnd and roueu up me mug iiang
sleeves.

j Mrs. Whitaker wan

ill when hIic saw

laughing as nhe rolled
rolled

atiMed anu tear
Huth eat; the little

fgirl, whose mind seemed fi.cd on
heavenly things, had a hearty appetite

'At last, for fear the eliilci iniglit. in
deed, die from overeating, her hostcs
'suggested that they rock together In

the chnir beiorc tne tire.
At this moment little Huth looked

up with 11 smile on her face, from which
all traces of disappointment were fast
nnlshlng. "I think this must be nl

most ns nice as Heaven; just hut for
minima."

Mrs. Whitaker smiled grimly. "I
uess Heaven Is a good deal within ns,

even with the poorlionse next door."
Hannah made an unusually long cull

.1 - .r- - . ..l.l...l..on lior lamny, so .nr, niiimnti
thoug.it holding the little, slintvi- -

wrapped figure In front, oi tne inning
'room fire. Hut when at last she on
jlcred, her mistress' commands wen
.ready.

"Hannn, you go over to 1110 poor
fnrm nml tell tlie in that I'uth'rt ovei

I'licre- - and going to stay, und I'll send

i.lohti for her things In tne morning.
Hannah Htooil still, gaping. In tin

dining-roo- doorway. "Well. I neter!"
she nnnounerd, with her usual free,

dom; "what on enrth base '"'i be,
(loin?"

Anne Whitaker smiled with her lips
against Ruth's dark locks. "Well;

she slowly, "we've b 1 havlnp

n rcKurreetlon. You see, this little girl
came oior here to" she was nhotjt tc
odd "to die." but changed It. suddenly

"to live." Francos Fltnt Dillingham,

In N. X Independent, S
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Public opinion is
never far wrong

You can cheat it for a time, but only for
a time. The average life of a patent
medicine is less than two years. They
are pretty well advertised, some of them,
but it isn't what is said of them, but
what they are able to do which carries
them through the years.

AYERS
Sarsaparilla

(which made SirsirurilU famous)

has never recommended itself to do what it
knew of itself it could not do. It has never
been known as a cure-al- l in order to catch
all. For half a century it has been the
one true, safe blood purifier, made in the
best way out of the best ingredients.
Thousands of families are using it where
their fathers and grandfathers used it
before, and its record is equaled by no
other medicine.

Is the best any too
good for you ?
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